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IF  I  TRAVEL  ALONE 


If  I  travel  alone 

as  a  tree  walks  by  itself 

a  forest  above  stones 

with  a  million  wings 

I'll  have  no  time  to  measure 

in  the  darkness  racing 

from  horizon  to  night 

and  back  to  sentience 

at  lights  of  day 

as 
trees  move  without 
benefit  of  prophecy 
I  am  not  without  sight 
being"  unfullfilled 

If  I  travel  alone 

I'll  turn  to  stone 

and  it  shall  be  silently 

without  benefit  of 

a  sun's  burning 

or  a  thousand  years 

without  a  moon 

as  a  tree  walks 

into  stone  and  silence 

with  my  hair  rustling 


THE    CARNIVAL  MAN 


/ 


From  the  hill  looking  down 

at  the  carnival  wheel 

spiral  of  light 

high  in  black  night 

distant  as  years 

burning  circles 

deep  into  my  eyes 

red  white 

yellow  white 

blue     twists  of  colour 

catching  on  clouds 

the  moon 

rising  in  the  faraway 

hooked  on  the  edge  of  dark 

severed  by  steel  threads 

turning  within  the  circle 

of  the  f err is  wheel 

and  run  -  run  down  and  down  down  down 
to  the  carnival 

Spin  wheel  and  turn 

ride  me  high  and  away 

to  the  carnival 

running  to  lights 

laughter  and  fear 

awe  love  and  death 

and  the  carnival  man  waiting 

calling    distant  sounds 
I 'm  stepping  up 
stepping  wild  feet 
night  running  to  the  carnival 
wind  flat  leaves  levelled 
cutting  my  eyes  and  hands 
catching  fingers  in  dead  dry  lilacs 
that  rise  out  of  autumn  ground 
a  grey  rose  caught  in  rain 
of  a  late  sprinkler 

drifting  water  into  open  folds  of  petals 
turning  black  in  backward  eyes 
gone 

wavering  against  the  wall 
without  light  -  without  colour 


I 'M  COMING 

STEPPING  UP 

RUNNING 
I 'M  COMING 

through  flat  streets 
hard  white  sheets  of  cold 
squares  of  darkness 
spraying  from  my  feet 
rising  fountains  artificial 
from  fields  of  grass 

leap  the  fence 

bent  wires  sagged 

f^Tom  weight  of  years 

crying   wait  wait 

COME  BACK 

weave  your  coat 

from  barb-caught  threads 

of  forgotten  travellers 

I  cannot  see 

I  miss  the  twisted  threads 

thin  red  hairs 

that  catch  at  my  flying  love 

waiting  to  be  spun 

not  now 

not  yet 

I  hear  the  voice 
carnival  man  calling 
in  the  distance 

I  'M  COMING 

STEPPING  UP 

RUNNING 
I 'M  COMING 


II 

From  the  street  looking- through 
willowed  brown  canvas  tents 
one  tear  at  each  corner 
from  tight  ropes  pulled  too  tight 
warning    don't   COME  IN 
because  the  carnival  is  not  here  forever 


it  stops  for  one  night 
tonight  and  is  gone 

I  wait  afraid 

watching  pinwheels  in  the  night 
twisting  my  eyes  to  circle  my  head 
around  around  roundround 

I  'M  COMING  IN now 

sway  dizzy  dreams  inside  my  soul 
to  the  carnival  alive 

on  the  ground 

hidden  in  dust 

a  single  puff  of  corn 

lies  flat  uneaten 

dropped  forgotten 

soft 

dying  and  afraid 

under  sightless  feet 

RUNNING  under  poles 
beneath  wires  and  canvas 


'I 

1. 


he  is  here  -  I  somehow  hear  the  voice 

remembered  in  the  distance 

carnival  man 

I  cannot  see  you  yet 

I  must  wait 

wandering  loose  in  the  night 

the  carnival  man  is  not  here  forever 
and  tomorrow?   and  tomorrow 
I  will  not  come  anymore 
cry  to  me  -  remember? 
not  here?   not  here  now? 


V 


I  REMEMBER  YOU 

I  SEE  YOU  and 

I 'M  HERE 
STEPPING  RUNNINGHERENOW 

III 


From  the  earth  looking  up 

into  the  night 

at  the  wheel  to  ride  far  away 

into  the  autumn  sky 

forget  the  voice 


calling  me  from  the  hill 

watching  displaced  shadows  of  black 

reflected  from  the  wheel 

pay  my  last  dime 

to  find  the  carnival  man 

I  ride 

now  caught  in  spin 
to  start 
higher 
slow  to  start  and  higher 
rising  up  shattered  ladders 
to  the  top  where  safe 
one  second  safe 

THEN  DOWN   OH  CHRIST  NOT  DOWN 

I  SEE  YOU  and  I  come 
/  DOWN 

twist  around  and  up  and  down 
circle  the  sky  my  eyes  dull  brown 

a  mote  -  a  single  spinning  mote 
centered  on  a  wheel  that  spins 
around  around 
around  round  round 
one 
last  rise   slowly  rising 
up  to  a  grey  cloud 
at  the  peak  waiting  stopped 
on  the  edge  of  the  abyss 
spread-eagled  in  the  sky 
searching  the  midway  below 
not  wanting  to  go  down 
seeing  mirrors  of  my  face 
his  face    carnival  man 
reflected  in  the  cloud 
now  fading  and  I  wait 
to  come  to  earth 
the  end  of  the  ride 
to  lose  my  place 
from  the  ride 
to  belong 
now  down 
down 
out    and  away 

into  the  midway 

call  again 


I  lie  on  the  ground 

afraid  to  hear  you  calling 

hearing  your  voice 

seeing  your  feet  caress  grained  white  corn 

that  lies  in  dust 

buried  beneath  dust 

sunk  in  the  earth 

my  arm  is  shoulder  deep 

grasping  for  stones 

to  lay  on  graves 

I  remember 

you  I  remember 

one  voice  calling  me  to  come 

I  CANNOT  SEE  YOU 

yet  your  voice  calls  me 

and  I  come 

STEPPING  I  walk  to  you 
hearing  your  voice 

the  carnival  man  is  in  town 
one  last  night 

there  is  no  waiting 

the  last  cut  in  the  tent 

torn 

bleeds  from  tight  lips  gaping 

the  light  too  bright 

to  catch  my  eyes 

the  wheel  is  still  in  spin 

for  a  while  longer 

and  there  are  no  stones  in  the  ground 

to  lay  on  the  grave 

of  my  brother 

my  arm  frees  itself 
soft  and  white 
creased  with  dust 
with  one  small  stone 
that  was  not  found 
but  came  alive 
warm  in  my  hand 


HE  WALKS 

HE  TALKS 

HE  CRAWLS  ON  HIS  BELLY 

gone  then 

my  eyes  closed  tight 

I  see  a  thin  snake 

softer  than  smooth  china 

white  as  dying  is 

knowing  original  sin 

yellow  veins 

no  eyelids 

watching 

I  see  a  thin  snake 

softer  than  smooth  china 

white  as  dying  is 

HE  WALKS 

O  you  are  dead 

snake's  eyes  close 

at  the  day  light 

the  wheel  cannot  remain  in  spin 

night  ends 

walks  walked 
stepping  like  I 
to  the  carnival 

HE  TALKS 

walks  walked 

talks  talked 

voice  I  cannot  remember  now 

sound  of  his  voice 

HE  CRAWLS  ON  HIS  BELLY 

my  eyes  are  closed 

my  fingers  caught 

on  a  thin  barb  of  wire 

spinning  a  coat 

of  many  colours 

from  strands  of  red  hair 

walks  walked 

talks  talked 

crawls  crawled 

scales  diamond  hard 

honey  stretched 

(-■■r(=>aTn  (-"h  1  na 


IV 


STEP  RIGHT  UP  FOLKS 
COME  ONE  COME  ALL 
TO  THE  BIG  SHOW 
GOING  ON  RIGHT  NOW 

AND  HERE ' S  A  FELLOW 

step  right  in  young  man 
it's  just  a  dime 

SEE  HIM  NOW  FOLKS 
ON  THE  INSIDE 
THE  CARNIVAL  MAN 

HE  WALKS 
HE  TALKS 
HE  CRAWLS  ON  HIS  BELLY 

I  have  no  dime 

you  can't  come   in  then 
without   a   dime 

Can  I  trade  my  last  ticket 
from  the  ferris  wheel? 

no. you  can  never  trade 

JUST  ONE  THIN  DIME 
ONE  TENTH  OF  A  DOLLAR 

A  stone  then? 

not  tonight  -  no  stones  tonight 

YOU'LL  NEVER  SEE  HIS  LIKE  AGAIN 

SO  COME  RIGHT  IN 

STEP  RIGHT  UP 

THE  SHOW  IS  ON  RIGHT  NOW 

THIS  IS  THE  ONLY  NIGHT  FOLKS 
THE  LAST  NIGHT 

SEE  HIM  NOW 

THE    CARNIVAL  MAN 


V 

THE  CARNIVAL  MAN 
we  are 

I  seek  a  stone 
to  ride  far  away 

inside  the  cup  of  a  grey  rose 
I  saw  heavy  with  artificial  dew 

laughter  I  never  heard 

closed  eyes 

no  dime 

to  rest  on  the  carnival  man 

my  last  dime  is  gone 

I  have  only  a  free  ticket 

to  ride  spirals  of  light 

high  in  the  night 

coming  down  someday 

when  the  carnival  returns 

I  shall  wander  no  more 

tonight 

I  shall  stand  listening 

Tomorrow  the  voice 
will  be  gone 

I  shall  search 

in  the  empty  field   - 

for  a  puff  of  dry  corn 

I  shall  crawl  on  the  ground 

searching  for  stones 

among  dry  hulls  of  dead  lilacs 

I  shall  weave  a  coat 

from  the  strands  of  his  red  hair  - 

it  will  ride  on  my  shoulders  like  the  night 


DIRECTIONS 


Sitting 

on  your  tricycle 

in  the  gaping  mouth 

of  an  alley 

you  watch 

my  car  drive 

down  the  highway 

at  four  in  the  morning 

I  lift  my  eyes 

from  the  white  line 

and  watch  you 

watch  me 

see 

your  mouth 

open 

say  something 
I  cannot  hear 

and  now  that  it  is 

four  in  the  afternoon 

and  I  am  tired 

I  would  ask  you 

for  directions 

but  you  are 

too  far  behind  me 

and  it  is 

too  late 

to  stop  the  car 


THREE  DAYS  AFTER  CRISIS  IN  CUBA 


Looking  at  cougar  tracks 

by  my  back  door  with  Bill; 

pads  in  the  mud. 

He  showed  me  where  grass  was  bent  in  soft  ground 

Rain  on  my  hard  hat, 

squatting  there  among  waterpuffed  stems. 

He  shot  a  crow 

from  where  we  sat; 

it  hangs  above  his  record  player  - 

glass  eyes, 

black  feathers, 

it  flies  on  a  thread 

when  you  open  the  door . 


CHILDLESS 


When  I  see  you  sit  there 
and  the  doctor  telling  you 
it's  not  going  to  work 
ever 

and  you  touch  finger 
to  finger  in  fear 
while  your  world 
is  blowing  apart  around  you 

I  want  to  get  up  from 
my  chair  and  bring  you 
the  pieces  of  space 
I  caught  as  they  were 
passing  by  and  give  them 
to  you 

so  together 
we  can  construct  something 
out  of  the  second 
time  around 


TREATY-TRIP  FROM  SHULUS  RESERVATION 


He  leaned 

against  the  dusty  wall 

with  open  pants, 

struggling  with 

drunken  buttons 

of  his  fly  - 

his  raven  woman 

knelt  in  the  dirt 

like  some  aged,  black, 

supplicant  bird. 

Hunched  forward, 

she  puked  thin  gruel 

on  his  feet 

and  he,  raised  his  knee, 

struck  her 

in  the  face . 

Beneath  the  dull,  lamp-yellow, 

outlined  in  counter-play, 

an  Indian  child 

bounced  her  ball 

against  the  flat,  red  wall; 

her  fluttering  shadow 

in  wild,  macabre  dance, 

a  part  of  the  tableau. 

I  hung  there 

in  the  sightless  night 

like  a  hooded, 

jesse-bound  hawk; 

my  quiet,  hammered  breath 

held  in  rythmic  beat 

with  the  bouncing  ball 

that,  neatly  caught, 

flew  out 

from  the  child ' s  small  hand 

to  thump 

on  the  flat,  red  wall. 


RELATIVITY 


^€^Ju 


Babushka  lady 

with  parcels 

and  cane 

on  the  morning 

path 

Did  you 

know 

that  my  son 

shot  you 

yesterday 

and  left  you 

bleeding 
all  the  way 
home? 


WITH  A  RAPTURE 


^tx^i^^^ 


There 

where  the  neat  lawn 
is  like  a  pool  table 
flat  and  unbecoming 
good  only  for  rolling 
great  rubber  balls 

I  lay  twelve  years  ago 
beneath  a  hot  sun 
surrounded  by  waving 
trees  of  summer  grass 

and  happiness  is  never 
to  go  back  and  look 
for  what  was 

for  the  lawns  are  mowed 
too  often  for  rapture 
and  the  sun  is  always 
older  than 
I  remember 


RIGHTS/RITES 

'even  a  dog  in  Colleteville 
has  rights . . . should  be  buried  ...  * 

my  neighbour  said 

and  walked  away 

while  I  stayed  for  a  minute 

looking  down  at  the  animal 

lying  there  in  the  ditch 

round 

fat  with  gas 

full  of  death  -  stink 

What  rights/rites 

have  you,  dog? 

Should  I  burn  a  candle  for  you 

to  light  the  way  of  the  flys 

as  they  buzz  about 

laying  eggs 

in  the  corners  of  your  eyes? 

Could  you  see  then 

and  avoid  the  unborn  heave 

of  a  thousand  maggots 

beginning  their  cycle  - 

would  you  care? 

Like  he  said 

'even  a  dog... should  be  buried...' 

and  why?   Now  death 

has  come,  it  doesn't  matter .. .dead  and  all. 

'Hey  dog!   We  both  exercise  rights/rites 
today,  where  we  are 
at  the  edge  of  the  ditch, 

besides, 
after  today 
I'm  moving  away 
and  I  won't  have  time 
to  dig 
even  a  careless  grave.' 


WHERE  I  LIVED  ONCE    C?  .^<L  , 


I  knew  him  once , 

just  in  odd  moments  over  two  years 

when  I  lived  there 

and  now, 

tw©  years  later, 

two  hundred  miles  away, 

he  fell  off  a  shear  boom 

at  the  old  mill 

where  I  fished  and  watched  the  logs 

come  in  and  biimp  and  roll  in  the  river 

fell  off  and  drowned 

in  a  muddy,  summer  freshet  from  storms 

high  in  the  northern  mountains. 

I  knew  him 

and  the  thought 

of  the  deep,  brown  river 

folding  in  his  life 

brings  back 

the  twilight  night 

we  watched 

a  great,  grey  tree 

turn  and  helpless  roll 

in  the  twisting  mesh 

of  run-off  water  - 

up  there  in  Avola 

where  I  lived  once  - 

two  years  ago, 

two  hundred  miles  away. 


BUT  THIS  I  KNOW 


I  am  not  sure  if  I  am  the  liar 

who  tells  the  truth 

I  am  not  sure  if  I  have  enough 

truth  to  make  it  a  lie 

I  am  not  sure  he  will  believe 

me  either  way 

I  am  not  sure  of  many  things 

but  this  I  know: 

He  will  listen 
He  will  know 
He  is  out  there 
with  me 
and  with  my  kind 

and  he  has  long  years 
from  being  afraid 
and  he  has  tired  hanSs 
from  working  alone 
and  he  has  deep  eyes 
from  waiting 
from  wanting 

He  knows  I  am  asking  him 
to  bleed 

and  he  will  not  question 
the  amount 


I  REST 


I  rest 

full  force  beneath  the  sun 

the  ever-present  sea 
green-silvers  round  me 
eroding  my  flesh 

I  drink  vast  quantities  of  sand 
alone 


MY  WOMAN 


Tonight 

her  silence  is  beautiful 

like  fog 

that  gathers  on  my  window 

after  cool  air 

melts  waves 

in  the  distant  harbour 

My  woman  lies  asleep 

on  our  bed  breathing 

^6ft  images  of  private  dreams 

My  eyes  reach  out 
touch  shades  of  light 
that  gather  in  her  hair 
feel  the  strange  softness^ 
of  this  woman 
that  I  love 


THIS  ACTION 

Woman 

inside  the  beer  parlour 
watching  quick  hands 
of  men 

lost  in  thin  foam 
of  a  nursed  beer 
at  twelve  o'clock 
last  beer  closing  time 
night  blues   blues 
lights  of  nowhere 
feeling  for  once  more 
stab  of  hard  love 

buying  the  kid 
at  the  next  table 
a  glass  of  beer 
and  he  laughs 

(no  feel  of  fifty  years 
warm  hands  on  belly 
wet  tongue 

sliding  across  nipples 
sweet  thought-dreams) 

WHAT  THE  HELL,  OLD  LADY, 
YOU  AIN"T  BUYING 
ANY  OF  THIS  ACTION 

turned  away 
no  tears  no  smile  no  nothing 
hate  anger  feeling 

dead 
all  gone  with  blank  eyes 
walking  through  tables 
inside  a  creased  skirt 

memory 
waapped  around  her  thin  skull 
like  varicose  veins 
inside  her  nylons  - 
tight  ropes 
pulling  down 
on  dried-out  thighs 


HERE  IN  THE  WEST 


The  sun  above  all 
here  in  the  west 
rising  from  mountains 
sinking  in  the  sea 

An  otter 

rolls  against  the  sand 

all  day   under  the  sun 

until  evening 

when  the  body  chills 

and  darkness  sparkles 

in  damp  fur 

The  tide  goes  out 

the  sea  too 
with  the  land 
is  precarious 

and  the  corpse 
is  left  on  the  beach 
beside  the  western  sea 
waiting  now 

waiting 
only  for  crabs 
to  rise  on  pointed  toes 
out  of  the  distant 
rolling  surf 


MORAL  DUTY 


The  ever  sea 
takes  stones 
from  the  feet  of 
mountains 

together 
rubbing 
into  sand 

the  dharma 

from  which  tide 

grass  grows 

half-buried 

in  sand 

covering 

empty  shells 

that 

at  the  high  mark 

form 

a  casement  against 

the  tide 

which  comes 

in 


THE  WEATHER  HERE 


The  weather  here 
one  of  green  grass 
of  flowers  growing 
in  December 

Man -Woman 
love  and  the  rest 
must  come 

yet  I  spent  too  many  years 
hearing  the  creak  of  frozen 

sidewalks 
watching  fields  of  snow 
in  moonlight 
cold  nights  and  silence 
a  celebration  without  signs 

How  long 
can  one 

pick  chrysanthemums 
from  a  garden 
without  making  trips 
through  falling  snow? 


LSD 


changeable  as  the  sun 
is  changeable 

gold 
running  through  green 
of  waves   hiimping  over 
rolling 

rolling 
rolling 

Ulysses 

alone     turning 

on  the  maypole  of  his  desire 

to  know  words 

listening 

to  sea-bound  songs  of  his  wanting 

hanging  up  streamers 
of  foam 

on  rocks 
swaying  lips 
drifting 
in  lash  of  waves 

wandering 

across  the  eighth  ocean 
of  discovery 

discovering 


CHRISTMAS  65 


and  being  born  again 

into  four  o'clock  morning  silence 

of  everyone  in  the  city 

gone  home 

shops  closed 

lights  out 

locks  on  doors 

and  a  squad  car 

hanging  warm  from  the  curb 

a  long  blue  arm 

asking  me 

where  I'm  going 

and 

no  answers 


hard  looks 
questions 

no  identification 
nothing 

'Just  walking  - 
taking  in  the  scene  '.  ' 

without  excuse 
a  wrong  answer 

WARNING 

get  inside 

out  of  darkness  • 

a  private  agony 

of  jerking  like  a  foetus 

prepared  to  abort 

not  knowing  how  . 

except  urgency  is  there        \j! 


^ 


to  leave  the  womb 


o 


. . .my  shoes 

covered  by  a  transient  puddle  of  rain 

that  absorbs  — 

reflections 

of  law  and  order 


then  gone 
softly 


leaving  me  alone 
in  the  city 

free  to  go 

wondering 
why  I  am  shaking 
and  why  my  feet 
feel  suddenly  wet 


TODAY  /^''< 


three  children  and  a  wife 

breathing 
in  bed 

my  soft  whispers 
in  a  grey  room 

of  warm  dry  air 

they  dug  up  our  street  today 

boys 
one  long  pit 

flying  kites  in  the  park 
for  a  sewer 

over  the  nicola  river 

they  dug  up  our  street  today 

late  at  night 

and 

I  am  tired 


I  SAID 


He  said  "Hello" 
to  me  -  trying  to  remember 
what  it  was  supposed  to  mean 
and  lost  it 

after  opening  his  mouth 
he  shut  it 

took  my  hand 
and  shook  it 
then 

poured  me  a  drink 
from  a  bottle 
in  the  kitchen  cupboard 
and  we  stood  there 
looking  at  each  other 
wondering  what  it  was 
all  about 
while  my  mother 
wandered  somewhere 
between  us 
remembering 

"Hello"   I  said 

"that ' s  damn  good  rye " 


AN  IN  TH  CIRCLE 


1  2  3  an  out  goes  he 
4  5  6  an  out  goes  he 
7  8  9  an  out  goes  he 

0 

an  in  th  circle 
is  all 


IT  ISN'T  DYING  SO 

much  as  it  is 
falling  into  the 

ground  pushing  up 

at  you 

and  me  wandering 
up  from  the  river 
caught  on  the 
edge  of  the  hill 
watching  the  old  Indian 

in  the  graveyard 

with  two  bottles  of  beer 

drink  one 
and 

leave  one 

buried  to  the  neck 
full  in  the  warm  earth 

cap  shining 

and  me  sitting  on  the  edge 
of  the  hill 
with  my  back 
to  the  river 

feeling 

the  ground 

pushing  up  at  me 


CHANGE  -V 


That  heavy  snow  outside, 

after  five  full  days  of  falling, 

underneath  is  all  water 

running  away, 

stretching  tight  sewers 

on  the  long  run 

to  the  sea 

and  spring  comes 

again. 

To  this  open  field 
now  I  am  come 
and  beneath  my  feet 
the  ground  is  damp. 

A  sinking  down, 
a  filling  up 
and  today 
there  is  no  time 
to  wonder 
why  water  gathers 
in  the  hollows 
of  the  earth. 


THERE  ARE  NO  SUNS 


/J 


There  are  no  suns 
or  many  moons 

mountains  higher 
than  my  mind 

or  seas  too  wide 
trees  people  sand 

all  one 

Above  just  this 
what  is 


I  cannot  judge 
or  seek  to  find 


THE  MYTH  MAKERS 


Twelve  o ' clock  night 
lights  of  a  Davits  ladder 
leading  down  the  side 
of  a  ship 

ten  lights 
leading  down 

. . .silent. . . 

and  then 
the  shadow 
of  a  barge 
or  something 
moves  by 
cuttong  off 
my  sight 

. . .silent. . . 

nine  lights 
leading  down 

into  depths 
of  the  sea 

and  I 

a  mile  away 
leaning  out 
from  the  side 
of  a  mountain 

counting 


LEGACIES 


I'm  smoking  one  of  his  cigars  tonight, 

after  this  one 

there's  only  one  left... 

a  pack  of  cigars 

Remington  shaver 

swagger-stick  from  the  First  War 

water-worn  whetstone 

and  nothing  else 

legacies  from  the  old  man. 

Once  in  all  his ' eighty  years 

I  saw  him  -  father  of  my  father, 

forbear, 

passing  my  father  to  me 

in  one  sudden  moment 

of  a  prairie  night... 

begat 

begat 

and  I  sit  and  smoke  his  cigar  tonight 

while  I  clean  his  earthly  hairs 

from  the  razor . . . 

sit  and  smoke  - 

sit  and  consume  legacies. 


EXCEPT  FOR  THE  CARVED  FISH 

I  found  wrapped 
in  willow  branches 

of  polished  grain 
that  my  finger  caught 

on  the  hairline 
cracks  and  bled 

hitchhiking  through 
the  Cariboo 

standing  in  the  sun 
above  the  Nicola 

watching  the  Indians 
spear  salmon 

tasting  the  blood 
of  my  body 

carrying  a  basket 
with  a  wooden  fish 

down  the  highway 


O.  K  . 


SILENCE 


^^Cil^ 


Silence  breeds  silence 
as  love  breeds  emptiness 

and  tonight  I  sit 
in  an  empty  room 
and  count  the  hours 
measured  on  my  mind 

Silence  breeds  silence 
as  death  breeds  vacancies 


and  tonight  I  see 
in  an  empty  room 
a  sign  that  says 
for  rent  -  for  rent 


THE  PICKET  FENCE 


Billy  Sarson  fell  off  the  picket  fence 

when  his  pantleg 

was  over  the  stiff  white  peg 

and  his  leg  bent  neatly 

in  the  middle 

between  knee  and  ankle 

the  white  bone 

sticking  through 

his  knee  sock  and  pant  leg 

without  a  sign  of  blood 

and  he  didn't  scream 

or  anything 

just  hung  there 

with  his  hair 

mixing   in   the    svuraner   grass 

and  I  remember  my  envy 

a  week  later 

for  his  long  white  cast 

and  the  honour 

in  his  eyes. 

I  remember 

standing  on  the  fence 

alone 

with  my  pantleg 

over  a  picket 

wanting  to  bend  forward 

and  fall 

and  break  my  leg 

but  I  couldn't 

so  instead 

I  built  a  fire 

on  Billy  Sarson 's  father's  garage  roof 

and  when  the  firemen  came 

I  watched  them 

through  thin  barbs  of  summer  grass 

behind  the  picket  fence . 


A  KIND  OF  EXODUS 


Your 

empty  face 
hangs 

in  a  void 

over  a  cigarette 
and  a  glass  of  beer 

I  watch  you 
through 

my  scummed  glass 
and  you  are  gone  - 
swallowed 
.  by  a  ring 
of  miombling  men 
that  swill  the  fuzz 
of  the  last  world 

You  cry 

soft  mews 

of  sound 

for  the  sun 

but  it  is  night 

as  the  closing 

switch 

LAST  CALL 

shuts  out  the  light 


,  6 


J 


THERE  IS  AN  ORANGE  LAWNMOWER  J 

There  is  an  orange  lawnmower 
lying  in  the  deepening 
grass  of  my  summer 
with  a  broken  naked  doll 
beneath  the  blades 

Down  in  the  grass 
below  the  summer  lilac 
lie  these  two  of  mine 
in  the  rain  I  hear 
familiar  voices  telling  me 
to  mow  my  lawn 
to  clothe  my  doll 
but  I  do  not  listen 

I  watch  the  grass  grow 
each  day  in  my  front  yard 
and  I  wait  for  the  orange 
steel  to  dissapear  beneath 
the  advancing  summer 

I  have  not  been  able 
to  see  the  scarred  pink 
of  the  doll 
for  a  week  now 

I  watch  the  dull  green 

lilac  bush  and  try  to 

remember  the  purple 

blooms  that  were  there 

at  the  beginning  of  all  this 

I  want  no-one  to  find 
either  one  of  you  in  the  grass  - 
for  now  that  the  summer  rains 
have  begun  to  fall 
on  my  doll's  cracked  eyes 
I  see  them  as  my  tears  - 
and  now  that  the  dull  blades 
of  my  orange  lawnmower  are  stiff 
with  rust  beneath  the  grass 
I  feel  them  as  my  fingers 

The  familiar  voices  are  not 
so  loud  as  they  were  and 
I  begin  to  understand  that  soon 
the  rain  will  stop  falling 
and  when  the  sun  comes  out 
and  the  grass  is  at  its  height 
I  will  not  hear  them  at  all 


ACT  OF  THE  APOSTLES 


I  have  three  children 
that  grow... in  the  act 
removing  strips  of  my  flesh, 
cannibal  acts  of  love 
that  leave  me  here 
a  skeleton. . .bones 
that  reflect  the  past; 
eyes  that  cannot  see 
beyond  the  gleam 
of  their  knives. 

I  catch  an  image 

of  myself 

inside  their  eyes 

and  all  alone 

I  live  in  fear 

of  the  sepulcheral 

shadow  of  a  tree. 

Blood  of  my  blood, 
body  of  my  body  - 
you  drink  my  wine 
and  eat  my  bread... 
why  then,  am  I  not  holy? 


ALL  THE  FARMERS 


Riding  by  the  prison  farm 

my  eye  tangles 

with  barbed  wire 

that  blocks  my  view  - 

rust-red  wire 

and  leaves  turning  gold 

on  corn  stalks 

picked  clean 

lying 

on  the  ground 

...and  I  keep  looking 
for  something  to  move 
beyond  the  silence 
of  the  dying  fields... 

my  mind 
grasps  images 
of  vicious  men 
raping  school-girls 
shooting  old  men 
butchers 

thieves 
dope  addicts 

murderers 
rapists 
muggers 

criminals 
outcasts 

CRIMINALS 

but  there  is  no-one  there, 
only  a  rumpled  field 
in  September 
with  harvest  done 
,and  all  the  farmers 

gone  home , 


THE  BAROMETER  ZERO 


stormy  Changeable  Very  Dry 
and  all  between 
a  graduated  series 
of  heritage 

did  Arabian  men 

of  wisdom  forsee 

niimbers  . 

the  use? 

What  first  man  realized 
the  abstraction  of  zero 
extension  of  thought 
named  with  a  Z  and  an  O 

Z  the  end  of 

O  the  sign  of  encompassed  nothing 

under  what  date  palm 

beside  what  camel 

above  what  sands 

with  whose  breasts  was  the  player 

entranced 

what  term  of  wandering? 

and  the  barometer 
measuring  measuring  measuring 
always  in  the  sublime  state 
of  not  being  anywhere 
changeable. . .the  numbers 

circling  themselves 

reaching  out  for 

the  measured  rod 

The  Barometer  Zero 
state  of  being  without 
no  thing 

of  having 
of  being 


/CHILp/oN  THE  HASTINGS  EXPRESS 

Child  your  arm 
that  touches  me 
on  this  violent  bus 
is  one  vast  twisted 
ripple  of  white  flesh 


-\ 


under  ha If -cover 

of  a  long-sleeved  blouse 

I  see  a  tangled  mess 

from  the  time 

hard  grey  water 

bubbled  on  your  flesh 

but  it  won't  be  pain 
that  you  remember 


Right  now 
I  would  fall  on 
my  knees  in  this 
rocking  bus 
to  kiss  your 
private  miracle 
as 

some  lover  shall 
in  a  near  dark  night 
lie  beside  you 
touching  his  lips 
to  the  loveliness 
of  shallow  white- 
flower  vines 
that  twine 
your  arm 


ANOTHER  RUN  y 


Even  the  leaves  gather 

space  dust   scale  of  attrition 

'Take  down  all  the  stars 
from  the  sky 

and 
do  they  burn  your  hands ' 


as  I  gather  my  dust 
around  me 
for  another  run 
toward  the  sun 


AS    IN  A   CHILD'S    GAME 


J 


Then  he  said 

he  would  jump  off  a  bridge 

after  hitting  her  on  the  head  with  a  hammer 


and  he  did 

with  a  hammer 
just  so 
above  the  ear 

dead  then 

the  city 

reflecting 

shades  of  life  - 

shrouded  in  fog 

soft 

pendulant 

images  of  light 

caught 

on  thin  fingers 

of  slumbering  stone., 

dead  then 

to  free  fall 
through  fog 
to 

harbour 
waves 

THUD 

As  in  a  child ' s  game 
dead-man ' s-f loat 

dead  then 

below  walls 

cemetary  headstones 

encapsulated  lights 

lost 

in  grey  morning 

clothes  of  the  sea 


r/ 


-^ 


^^ 
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ONE  I  SAW 


o.K 


One  I  saw, 

staggering  down  the  aisle 

of  an  early-morning  cafe 

with  wrinkled  pants 

crumpled  on  his  shoes. 

He  held  his  withered  penis 

in  his  hands 

and  whispered 

i  am  old 


I  hated  him 

for  his  age, 

for  the  years 

he  had  spent 

buttoning  his  fly 

to  prevent  the  escape 

of  semen; 

years  spent 

masturbating, 

collecting  progeny 

in  a  Mason  jar 

hidden  beneath  his  bed; 

and  I  hated  him 

for  his  fear. 

Smiling,  I  led  him 

in  naked  stimble 

to  the  street 

and  told  him 

to  pick  up  his  pants 

and  walk,  that  God 

would  give  him 

the  first  virgin  he  met 

...and  he  thanked  me  I 


and  left  me 

impotent  and  afraid 

on  a  lonely  corner 

wishing 

for  miracles. 


THE  ART 


V 


Fridatl  night  after  supper 
watching  my  son 
(seven  years  old) 
do  isometrics 
to  gain  strength 
and  win  his  fights 

at  school 
on  playgrounds 

in  the  fort 
on  First  Street 

telling  me 
late  at  night 
how  he  lost 
today 
and  cried 

asking  me 
late  at  night 
to  teach  him 
how  to  fight 

the  art 
of  winning 
calculated  - 
a  properly 
placed  foot 
in  the  face 

lying  in  bed 

crying  to  me 

not  knowing  why 

I  won ' t 

only  that    to  him 

it  is  important 

that  he  not  have  to  cry 


WITH  WHAT  STONE 


Palm  branches  rot 

in  the  shallow  gutters, 

stripped  from  the  living  tree 

a  chronicle  of  death 

wasted  on  the  wind 

of  a  crowd  that  slips  away. 

Silent  men 

afraid  of  death, 

lost  in  the  act 

of  being  alive  - 

closing  thin  doors 

on  the  muzzled  lion 

that  lies  beneath  the  sun. 

With  what  stone 

was  the  first  martyr  made? 

Ending  a  life 

on  a  dusty  street  - 

the  first  to  die  for  reason, 

crisis  over, 

one  thin  eyelid 
crushed  upon  a  stone , 
the  other  hushed, 
tied  eye  to  lid 
with  opaque  threads; 
blind  whispers 
of  dust  and  tears, 

a  living  death, 
decreed . 


TRIPS 


From  my  window 
I  can  see  her 
soft  mouth 
open 

call 

pusspusspuss 

At  the  door 
lifting  her  cat 
to  shelter 

between  naked  breasts 
. . .huge  nipples 
I  can  see 
from  here 
tightening 
vinder  the  care- 
ful claw 

of  her  spayed  beast 
looking 
for  its  meal. 


Then  gone 

and  I  turn  back 

to  my  typewriter 

testing  the  hard  flat  keys 

with  the  tips  of  my  fingers 

wondering 

at  the  trips 

I've  never  made  before. 


THE  ABSINTHE  DRINKER 


You  are  a  transient  guest 
-Degas 

living  within  the  fragile  hours 
of  your  painting 
that  sits  against  my  wall. 
You  wander  with  me 
from  house  to  house 
and  watch  me  as  I  work  - 
within  your  eyes 
I  see  eternity 
of  helpless  soul 
as 

once  again 
I  take  you  gently  down 
and  tuck  you  away 
within  my  sheaf  of  poems. 

How  many  after  me 

will  see  your  visions 

of  emptiness 

burned  deep 

in  the  cheap  plaster 

of  this  four-square  room 

that  once  was  mine . 


A  PICKING  UP  OF  STONES 


Why  does  the  dog  in  the  alley  growl 
...stand  tight  on  stiff  legs, 
threatening  me 
and  only  run  away 
when  I  bend  down 
to  pick  up  a  stone? 

An  image  in  black  and  white, 

I  am  a  part  of  his  inheritance, 

a  shade  that  shifts  this  moment 

on  his  private  spectrum. 

Is  the  act  of  bending 

an  indication  of  past  pain, 

or  is  it  the  distance 

between  us? .. .standing  here 

within  three  walls  of  a  blind  alley 

watching  a  scuffle  of  grey  fur 

in  the  dim  light 

of  a  far-off  corner. 

How  important  are  the  dead, 
how  long  ago  their  graves, 
that  dogs  are  afraid 
of  a  picking  up  of  stones. 


BEAUTIFUL  CHILD 


Beautiful  child 

with  sound  of  beginn-ihgs 

resting  on  soft  gums 

happy  genius 
of  source 

that  lifts 
out  of  concave  ruffles 
pink  laughter 

all 
holding  me 
up 

high 
tied  to 

unknown  stretches 
of  a  limitless  cone 

extending  a  net 
of  love 


Beautiful  child 

with  mouth 

full  of  slender  threads 

all  reaching  out 

to  slow 

my  fall 


A  SOCIAL  CASE 


The  cybernetic  cruelty 
of  a  blue  street  light 
shines  down, 
casting 

a  temporary  shadow 
of  a  man 

squatting  on  a  corner 
measuring  his  censorship 
by  the  length  of  time 
it  takes 

for  a  last,  thin  drool 
of  a  lifetime's  puke 
to  drip  slowly  down 
on  a  cracked  sidewalk 
in  the  night. 


PACIFIC  EDGE 


Between  great  stones 

the  sea  rises 

up 

down 

turning  on 
itself  fighting 
streamers  of  weed 
of  moon  phosphorescent 
glow  on  foam  light 
on  twisted 

branch 

where  a  crab 
hangs  washing 
up 

down 

turning  on 
itself  fighting 
the  sea 


THE  FIRST  HARD  RAIN 


The  day  Pope  Paul  visited  the  UN 
the  first  hard  rain  of  winter 
fell  on  still  ground 
in  my  back  yard 

bare  trees 

thin  branches  against  a  misting  sky 


From  my  window 

it  seemed 

there  was  no  life  at  all 

except  for  the  movement 

of  leaves 

as  water  fell 

rocking 

curled  dry  edges 

of  a  passing  year 


HEY  CAT 


Hey!      cat 

sliding 
by  my  door 

not  looking  in 
to  check  on  me 
knowing 

I 'm  here 

a  fixture 
like  the  bed 
or  boots 
under  the  table 

HEY 

cat:   watch  out 

or  there ' s  no  food 
by  the  frig  tonight 
no  warm  chair 
by  the  hot  air  vent 

only  rain 

and  outside  January  cold 

HEY 

cat? 

now  where  the  hell'd  he  go 

and 

my 

wife 

down 

stairs 

whispering 

herepuss 

herepuss 

herepuss 
with  saucers 
of  milk  and  meat 
a  tender  hand 

and  me 

sitting  here 
upstairs 
saying 

HEY?     CAT? 


GOING  SOMEWHERE' 


That  fucking  ant 

is  going  somewhere 

with  the  oversize  beetle  hull  - 

past  my  nose 

with  definite  steps 

and  beyond 

into  deep  grass 
there 

gone 

. . .no  more  wine 

let ' s  see 
how  much  allowed  for  wine  this  week? 

a  pair  of  shoes  and  coat 
from  the  Sally  Ann 
and 

some  doll's  clothes 
for  my  daughter  -  the  other  ones 
got  something 

I  think 
a  pair  a  pants 
a  shirt 
an  old  belt 
no  more  wine  left 
for  the  weekend  -  that's  a  gas 

really 
the  Sally  Ann 
fat  cats  sitting 
hidden  in  the  pile 
of  their  bathroom  rugs 
digging  their  own 
over-flowing  bowls 
doing  their  job 
for  meeeeeee 
an  no  more  wine... let's  see? 

and  the  ant  coming  back 
through  the  grass 
. . .bothered  by  heat 
jerking  tired  legs  -  wandering 
around  without 

purpose 
coming  back  from  somewhere 
after  carefully  hiding 
or  losing 

his  prize 
discarded  hull 
of  a  great  black  beetle 


LOVING  SHE  STOOD  APART 


loving  she  stood  apart 
and  looked  at  me  wanting 
her  and  afraid  she  was 
of  the  wanting  to  need 
me  watching  her  from 
where  I  lay  on  the  bed 
as  she  undressed 

and  turned  her  back 
to  me   undressed  her 
back  was  smooth   the 
angle  of  her  hip  so 
I  could  touch  her 
holding  my  hand  beside  me 
feet  from  where  she  was 
good  her  hands  soft  fingers 
reaching  out  to  me 
from  where  they  rested 
on  her  shoulders  afraid 
to  turn  around  and  see  me 
see  her  eyes 

'Turn  out  the  light' 

she  said  and  when  I 
made  no  move  to  move 
my  eyes  to  blackness 
and  the  loss  she  said 

'please. . . ' 

so  quietly  my  mind 
shut  out  the  sight 
and  I  was  blind  to 
her  but  0  the  night 


INTO    THE    GRAVEYARDS 


X>€W^ 


of  night 

I  walk' 
carrying  a  tall  cross 
painted  blue 
by  the  moon 

to  place 
on  a  mountain 

where  it  cannot  be  seen 

by  the  spoilers 
even  in  the  dark 
est  night 

to  be  seen  only  by  vision 

only  by  workers 

that  have  lost 
what  they  are 
working  for 

only  by  thejaioed 
from  flowers 
that  have  stopped 
giving  honey 


together 

coming  to  the  nails 


FIRST  STREET  MISSION 


y 


standing  in  front  of 

the  blue  light 

of  the  First  Street 

Mission 

with 
nowhere  to  go 
nothing  to  do 

I  watch  a^^^csJiT 
on  the  highway 
paw  helpless, 
rough  cement 
trying  to  cover 
her  sign 

and  then 
leave  it  on  hard  cement 
to  walk  over  to  me 
on  tight  legs 
her  stiff  fur 
muffling  hard  coughs 
between  my  legs  past  me 
into  the  soup  kitchen 


LETTERS  FROM  THE  SAVAGE  MIND 


Behind  me  lights  of  Milltown 
reflect  on  last  brown  hiimps  of  snow 
that  lie  beneath  cedars .. .snow 
melting  by  the  river 
into  grey  grass  of  spring 

I  am  a  savage 

sitting  beside  a  fire  in  spring 

between  two  mountains 

remembering  a  dark  wild  cry 

that  woke  me 

to  stand 

silent 

listening  to  echoes 

dissolving  in  silver  light  night 

...coming  down  to  the  river 

to  watch  with  dusty  eyes 

sacrifice  on  the  river 

Out  on  the  big  eddy 

a  loon  is  floating 

that  cannot  fly  anymore 

silver-black  feathers 

eyes 

full  of  river  silt 

staring  at  me 

while  children 

stand  on  high  cliffs  over  the  river 

throwing  stones 

into  the  eddy 

to  sink  the  loon 

to  sink  the  body 

already  dead 

and  who  is  blind 

not  to  see 

stones  fall 

the  holy  mistletoe 

when  nothing  weeps  in  the  world 

living  or  lifeless 

as  the  legend  says 

when  Baldur  died 


I  seek  a  locus 

beyond  the  first  harsh  cry  of  birth 
...forever  to  live  and  die 
breed  bear  love  lie 
fulfilled 
in  consumption  of  myself 


a  loon 

without  wings 
wanting  to  fly 
recording  letters 
from  the  savage  mind 


The  earth  is  possibility 
earth  of  graves  soft 
spring  and  brown 

before  grass  grows 

the  barren  ground  is  dead 

Into  wilderness 

he  came 

seeking  two  quarter  sections  of  the  land 

to  clear 

of  great  trees  and  stones 

shared  with  a  son 

a  wife 

all  dead 

in  the  shaping  of  fields 

today 

ninety-five  years 

on  a  bed  naked  mumbling 

for  years  of  life 

puking  up  thin  blood 

on  a  mattress  older  than  time 

left  no  more  to  do 

but  watch  himself  grow  younger 

in  a  twenty-four  hour  brain 

that  is  gone 

white  cheeks 

eyes  of  red  of  nothing 

pits 

laughing  words  of  wisdom 

to  infinite  stalks  of  wheat 

growing  from  his  arms 

picking  sheafs  of  memory 


from  summers  of  now 

dancing  fields  of  wheat  on  his  arms 

itching  arms  from  chaff 

wheat yellow  wheat 

in  the  garden  of  his  mind 
that  was  not  there 
to  return 

that  he  lived 

beside  a  dark  river 

at  the  base  of  great  mountains 

that  he  breathed  echoes  * 

into  a  land  that  had 

never  lain  fallow 

working  crops 
hard  fields 
of  growth 
sacrificing  a  son 
to  emptiness 

going  down  to  a  cold  bed 
without  purpose 
mad  dreams 
in  the  night 
unable  to  escape 

what  dilemma  is  it 
that  we  cannot  find 
our  way  out 

living  in  Minos 
lacking  the  thread 
where  all  the  strength 
is  fast  gone 


II 

The  loon  swings 

from  high  mountain  lakes 

down  to  the  river 

where  it  feeds  in  early  morning 

dipping  a  soft  necklace  of  silver  into  dark  water 

legends 

Indian  love  of  the  land 

wild  lonely  cries  in  the  mystic  night 

Coming  this  way 
from  the  old  world 


far  east  of  the  lonely- 
continent  carrying  in  one 
belly  -  a  first  white  child 
to  be  born  in  wilderness 
. . .down  a  river  in  rafts 
afraid 

not  hearing  soft  cries 
of  a  milleniiom  of  births 
in  dugouts  of  earth 
covered  with  willow 
soft  red  leaves  of  Indians 
long  gone  from  the  land 

for  I  am  the  pagan 
savage 

She  was  from 

government  school 

with  nightmare  hands  and  eyes 

throwing  eggs  to  men 

in  early  morning  cafe  light 

wild  eyes  of  woman 

Indian  child  in  six 

o'clock  dreams  of  work  to  go 

senile  sensitivity 

crying  tears  in  jumping  grease 

of  memories  of  no  home 

home  of  no  years  ago 

lying  on  a  bunkhouse  bed 
'naked  smooth  brown  legs 
soft  to  black  eyes 
smiling  at  me 

telling  me  it  didn't  matter 
that  the  blanket  smelled 
!of  twenty  men  beforeme 
(sheets  greasy 
^th  dead  white  sperm 
and  a  night  of  dancirfg" 
to  torches  of  broken  bottles 
and  does  she  love 
easy  out  over  and  away 
grease-popoed  eyes 
and  eggs  for  breakfast 
spilled  seed  at  night 
down  by  the  mill  pond 
beside  slow-rolling  river  logs 


butt-tight  to  chained  saws 
cry  of  a  bird 
who  loved  me 

that  the  loon  cannot  see 
a  river  flow 
caught  in  the  eddy 
of  down  to  the  sea 
water  flowing  forever 
from  springs  of  glaciers 
high  mountain  lakes 
of  the  loon 

powers  assimilated 
the  druid  immigrant 
burning  sacrifice 
inside  an  idol  of  tree  twigs 
...enraptured  outcast 
hiding  in  the  forest 
watching  constants 
of  the  land 

it    is   a   question  of   now 

where  an  end 

is  no  answer 

beyond  the  end  of  itself 


III 

Dancing  children 

on  cliffs  walk  on 

steps  of  time  play 

on  edge  of  fields  of  grass 

hands  lacing  the  sun 

with  shadows  of  soft  blue  light 

curling  limbs 

finding  stones 

on  bare  ground 

to  throw   through  rough  spring  air 

down  down  down 

to  the  bird  floating 

on  the  river 


for  behold 

the  days  are  coming 

in  which  they  shall  say 

blessed  are  the  barren 

and  the  wombs  that  never  bare 

and  the  paps  which  never  gave  suck 

then  shall  they  begin  to  say 

to  the  mountains 

fall  on  us 

when  last  night 

was    daughter  and  son 

of  noman   crying 

for  youth  lost  between 

thumping  bloody  sheets 

in  dawn  of  a  cabin 

below  great  cedar  trees 

weeping  needles 

children  of  the  damned 

eaters  of  bitter  runes 

too  young  to  breed 

to  birth 

to  be  born  again 

sing  to  me 

how  many  leaves  of  grass 

wave  in  the  night 

in  dark  of  twilight 

that  I  see  them  all 

not  knowing 

understanding 

no  thing 

feeling  night  air  around  me 
where  the  sun  blinked 
in  a  high  void  of  sky 
for  seven  short  hours 
today 

here  in  mountains 
days  are  short 

in  eyes  of  children 

time  stands  still 

as  they  dance 

and  how  long 

before  echoes  answer 

gone 

from  the  cliffs 


IV 


Up  the  line 

the  valley  whistle 

of  the  evening  train 

rides  on  thin  air 

down  the  mountain  valley 

to  where  I  sit 
before  a  dying  fire 

Yesterday  she  sang 
in  a  cold  field 

an  absolute  expression 
of  beauty  born 
without  a  mind 
living  without  direction 
an  idiot  child 

who  picked  boulders 

from  soft  spring  ground 

piling  them  in  a  stoneboat 

as  her  father  did 

thin  beautiful  child 

of  silken  legs 

pregnant  with  fire  of  spring 

carrying  her  father's  child 

in  her  belly 

conceived  on  bare  springs 

of   an   old   bed    in   the    siimmer 

house  of  one  wild  night 

conceived  life 

where  there  was  no  life 

from  her  father's  body 

yet 

in  the  act 
rejecting  the  act 
in  the  ignorance 
having  no  understanding 

a  child  of  the  earth 

she  sat  on  the  earth 

drawing  pictures  in  smooth  earth 

primitive  runes 

a  throwing  of  bones 

without  chanting 


spontaneous  expression 

in  those  that  are  chosen 

to  bear  life 

out  of  the  abyss  that  is  the  father 

in  recompense  for  existence 

seeing  the  wind 

place  a  winter  leaf 

soft  brown  with  rot 

of  months  beneath  snow 

upon  a  dying  fire 

seeing  the  leaf  curl  slowly 

as  heat  releases  stifling  damp 

yellow  smoke 

a  consecration 

and  the  leaf 

has  died  two  deaths 

and  how  is  it  required  to  light  a  fire 
and  how  is  it  required  to  feed  flames 
and  how  does  life  continue 
without  fuel 

a  soft  grey  dust 
thin  veins  of  silver 
trembling  from  an  inner  heat 
upon  glowing  coals 

who  sang  insane  songs 

in  a  spring  field  that  lay  fallow 

balancing  red  feet 

on  either  side  of  boulders 

as  her  body  bent 

for  one  quick  instant 

seeing 

her  belly  hanging  in  silhouette 

in  harsh  air  of  spring 


V 


Water  -  ice  -  water 
season's  measurement 
finding  reference  in  passing 
from  a  curve  hidden 
behind  high  clay  banks 

in  spring  the  river 
breaks  up  ice  goes  out 


revealing  brown  water 
that  smokes  in  cold  air 

Yet  life  is  captured 

in  revolving  pools 

that  circle  upon  themselves 

water  rolls 

beyond  my  sight 

yet  the  loon 

stays  * 

repeating  repeating  repeating 
repeating 

repeating 
repeating 

forever  and  forever 

AS  I  SEE 

refuse  no  right 

beyond  understanding 

why  the  river  flow  forever 

My  fire 

still  burns  in  darkness 

and  I  feed  it  on  thin  leaves 

from  the  cloudy  forest  trees 

smoke  rises  into  the  sky 

studding  the  moon 

with  purple  shells 

Far  out  in  the  river 

a  loon  from  the  mountains 

rolls  in  the  river 

turns 
and  rolls 
in  the  river 


MJ- 


MOCK  WHAT  I  SAY 


Mock  what  I  say 

if  you  do  not  understand 

that  I  say  it 

openly 

a  message 
of  a  kind 
to  Garcia 

playing  my  part 
at  this  moment 
saying  what 
I  believe 

no  more 
than  that 

and  if  it  is  enough 

for  you 

to  mock  me  - 

if  it  is  enough 

for  you 

not  to  believe 

that  it  is  the  truth 

then 

let  me  remind  you 

that 

all  the  bridges 

you  have  built  from  fear 

are  not  yet  high  enough 

to  warrant 

my  jumping  off 
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